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   Marcel Sternberger was a 
man of habits, with bushy 
white hair, guileless brown 
eyes, and boundless 
enthusiasm. He always took 
the 9:09 Long Island 
Railroad train from his 
suburban home to Woodside, 
N.Y. where he caught a 
subway into the city. 
   On the morning of January 
10, 1948, Sternberger 
boarded the 9:09 as usual. 
Enroute, he suddenly decided to visit Laszlo Victor, a friend from his native 
Hungary who lived in Brooklyn and was ill. 
   At Ozone Park, Sternberger changed to the subway for Brooklyn, went to his 
friend’s house and stayed until midafternoon. He then boarded a Manhattan-bound 
subway for his Fifth Avenue office. Here is Marcel’s incredible story: 
   The car was crowded, and there seemed to be no chance of a seat. But just as I 
entered, a man sitting by the door suddenly jumped up to leave, and I slipped into the 
empty place. Being a photographer, I have the peculiar habit of analyzing people’s 
faces, and I was struck by the features of the passenger on my left. He was probably 
in his late 30s, and when he glanced up, his eyes seemed to have a hurt expression in 
them. He was reading a Hungarian-language newspaper, and something prompted 
me to say in Hungarian, “I hope you don’t mind if I glance at your paper.” 
   The man seemed surprised to be addressed in his native language. But he answered 
politely, “You may read it now. I’ll have time later on.” 
   During the half-hour ride to town, we had quite a conversation. He said his name 
was Bela Paskin. A law student when World War II started, he had been put into a 
German labor battalion and sent to the Ukraine. Later he was captured by the 
Russians and put to work burying the German dead. After the war, he covered 
hundreds of miles on foot until he reached his home in Debrecen, a large city in 
eastern Hungary. 
   I knew Debrecen quite well, and we talked about it for a while. Then he told me 
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Did God Ride the Brooklyn Subway? 

Major Events of 1923 

• Egypt --- King Tut Burial 
Chamber Opened 

• First Home Game Played at 
the Original Yankee Stadium 
home of the New York 
Yankees 

• First Issue of Time Magazine 
• The Great Kanto earthquake 

devastate the cities of Tokyo 
and Yokohama 

• Adolf Hitler leads the Nazi 
Party in failed coup attempt 
in Germany 

• Canada --- Insulin Used For 
Diabetes treatment 
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the rest of his story. When he went to the apartment once occupied by his father, 
mother, brothers and sisters, he found strangers living there. Then he went 
upstairs to the apartment that he and his wife once had. It also was occupied by 
strangers. None of them had ever heard of his family. 
    As he was leaving, full of sadness, a boy ran after him, calling “Paskin bacsi! 
Paskin bacsi!” That means “Uncle Paskin.” The child was the son of some old 
neighbors of his. He went to the boy’s home and talked to his parents. “Your 
whole family is dead,” they told him. “The Nazis took them and your wife to 
Auschwitz.” 
   Auschwitz was one of the worst Nazi concentration camps. Paskin gave up all 
hope. A few days later, too heartsick to remain any longer in Hungary, he set 
out again on foot, stealing across border after border until he reached Paris. He 
managed to immigrate to the United States in October 1947, just three months 
before I met him. 
   All the time he had been talking, I kept thinking that somehow his story 
seemed familiar. A young woman whom I had met recently at the home of 
friends had also been from Debrecen; she had been sent to Auschwitz; from 
there she had been transferred to work in a German munitions factory. Her 
relatives had been killed in the gas chambers. Later she was liberated by the 
Americans and was brought here in the first boatload of displaced persons in 
1946. 
   Her story had moved me so much that I had written down her address and 
phone number, intending to invite her to meet my family and thus help relieve 
the terrible emptiness in her life. 
   It seemed impossible that there could be any connection between these two 
people, but as I neared my station, I fumbled anxiously in my address book. I 
asked in what I hoped was a casual voice, “Was your wife’s name Marya?” 
   He turned pale. “Yes!” he answered. “How did you know?” He looked as if he 
were about to faint. 
   I said, “Let’s get off the train.” I took him by the arm at the next station and 
led him to a phone booth. He stood there like a man in a trance while I dialed 
her phone number. 
   It seemed hours before Marya Paskin answered. 
   When I heard her voice at last, I told her who I was and asked her to describe 
her husband. She seemed surprised at the question, but gave me a description. 
Then I asked her where she had lived in Debrecen, and she told me the address. 
   Asking her to hold the line, I turned to Paskin and said, “Did you and your 
wife live on such-and-such a street?” 
   “Yes!” Bela exclaimed. He was white as a sheet and trembling. 

Did God Ride the Brooklyn Subway? - Continued from Page 1 In the Blink of an Eye 

In the blink of an eye  

another day is gone,  
In the blink of an eye  

another week is gone.  

 

In the blink of an eye  

another month is gone, 

In the blink of an eye  
another year is gone.  
 

And in the blink of an eye  

I'll be gone too, 

And not just me but also you.  
So maybe we should be  

wishin' and hopin', 

That we could just keep our eyes 

open.  
 

And see and appreciate  

all that we can see,  

And learn how we can be,  

the best that we can be, 

Before it's too late,  
Time flies, so let's not wait.  

 

Whether we have just one life  

or many, one thing is true,  

We should try to enjoy every 

moment we can;  
it's the wisest thing to do. 
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Pet Puns 
Why can’t you hear a dog 
whistle? 
Because dogs can’t whistle! 

Cat puns freak meowt! 
Seriously, I’m not kitten! 

Dressed my dog as a cat for 
Halloween.  
Now he won’t come when I call 
him! 

Why do flamingos stand on 
one leg? 
Because if they pulled up the 
other leg they would fall! 

Where do you find a dog with 
no legs? 
Right where you left it. 

Dear Noah—We thought the 
ark left at 5 pm! 
- signed, the Unicorns 

What do you get when you 
cross a sheepdog with a rose? 
A collie flower! 

How many cats can you put in 
an empty box? 
Only one—after that the box 
isn’t empty! 

What did the Dalmatian say 
when you scratched his back? 
“Ah, that’s the spot!” 

What kind of guard dog works 
at the bakery? 
A pure-bread! 

Tips from Teenagers 
  

• When the trash is full…put 

more trash in it. 

• After drinking water from a 

cup…drink more water from a 
different cup. 

• When the ice cube tray is 

empty…store it in the freezer. 

• When you need something 

specific from the store…ask if 
you can stay in the car. 

• After answering “Coming,” …

don’t come. 

• When you get toward the end of the toilet paper…

leave two squares so you don’t have to change the roll. 

• After using a towel…scrunch it up so it will stay wet 

forever. 

• After drinking milk…leave half a swallow in the 

carton, put it back in the fridge, and say it’s not empty. 

• When the dishwasher is empty…put your dirty dishes 

in the sink. 

• After a trip…wait a 

couple of weeks to unpack. 

• When a cereal box is 

empty…put it back in the 
pantry. 

• When straightening up 

your room…put clean 
clothes in the laundry. 
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 Speed Trap 
    

  

  
  

  

   A man was driving down the 

highway late one night when his 
Dodge minivan broke down. He 

turned on his flashers and tried to 

get someone's attention to help him. 
Eventually a Ford Mustang pulls up. 

   “Any chance I could get a lift into 

town?” said the minivan driver. 
   “I can do better than that,” the 

man driving the Mustang replied. 

“I've got a V8 under this hood. I can 
tow you to the nearest town, no 

problem. Just honk your horn and 

flash your lights if I start going too 
fast.” 

   They headed off down the road 

and eventually came to a stop light 

and up pulled a Chevy Corvette. The 
‘Vette began to rev its engine to get 

the Mustang to race. The Mustang 

revved its engine and the light 
turned green. They flew out of there, 

and about a half a mile down the 

road they passed a speed trap. 
   The officer there watched them 

pass and radioed to the station, 

“Sarge, you won’t believe what I just 
saw. A Mustang and a Corvette were 

driving down the road doing about 

120 - with a Dodge minivan honking 
its horn and flashing its lights trying 

to pass them!" 
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After reading the 
the sentence, you 
may realize that the 
the human brain  
often does not 
inform you that the 
the word “the” has 
been repeated every 
time. 

The Evolution of the English Language 
Over time—many decades actually—many words are shortened to 
make conversations and writing more efficient. Here are some 
common words we use and their earlier, longer form: 
  

 SHORT FORM   LONG FORM    

  Bus        Omnibus 

  Cab        Cabriolet 

         Canter    Canterbury gallop 

        Chemist       Alchemist 

  Fan          Fanatic 

        Fortnight              Fourteen Nights 

  Iron          Flatiron 

        Knickers     Knickerbockers 

  Mum     Chrysanthemum 

   Perk         Perquisite 

  Piano         Pianoforte 

  Prom        Promenade 

   Wig           Periwig 
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New Words for 2023 

Intaxication: Euphoria at getting a 
tax refund, which lasts until you 
realize it was your money to start 
with 

Reintarnation: Coming back to life 
as a hillbilly 

Giraffiti: Vandalism spray-painted 
very, very high 

Inoculatte: To take coffee 
intravenously when you oversleep 
and are running very late 

Dopeler Effect: The tendency of 
stupid ideas to seem smarter when 
they come at you rapidly 

Arachnoleptic Fit: The frantic 
dance performed just after you’ve 
accidentally walked through a spider 
web. 

Caterpallor: The color you turn 
when you discover half a worm in 
the fruit you’re eating 

Karmageddon: It’s like, when 
everybody is sending of these really 
bad vibes, right? And then, like, the 
Earth explodes and it’s, like, a 
serious bummer 

Sarchasm: The gulf between the 
author of sarcastic wit and the 
person who doesn’t get it - like this 
list 

 



How to Tell When You’re 
Middle-Aged? 

(or from the Middle Ages) 

Those tell-tale signs: 

1. You don’t understand what those 
young peasants are talking about. 

2. You struggle to read Canterbury 
Tales by candlelight. 

3. You hate rowdy taverns. 

4. You constantly worry you might 
have the Plague. 

5. You don’t know or care who the 
King has decapitated lately. 

6. You tell your wife the Crusaders 
seem to look younger every year. 

7. You struggle with new technolo-
gy such as the heavy plow and the 
longbow. 

8. You find Gothic architecture to 
be too modern. 

9. You keep forgetting who the 
King is. 

10. You dream of buying a second 
hovel in France. 

   “Try to be calm,” I urged him. “Something miraculous is about to happen to 
you. Here, take this telephone and talk to your wife!” 
   He nodded his head in mute bewilderment, his eyes bright with tears. He 
took the receiver, listened a moment to his wife’s voice, then suddenly cried, 
“This is Bela! This is Bela!” and he began to mumble hysterically. Seeing that 
the poor fellow was so excited he couldn’t talk coherently, I took the receiver 
from his shaking hands. 
   “Stay where you are,” I told Marya, who also sounded hysterical. “I am 
sending your husband to you. He will be there in a few minutes.” 
   Bela was crying like a baby and saying over and over again. “It is my wife. I 
go to my wife!” 
   At first I thought I had better accompany Paskin, lest the man should faint 
from excitement, but I decided that this was a moment in which no strangers 
should intrude. Putting Paskin into a taxicab, I directed the driver to take him 
to Marya’s address, paid the fare, and said goodbye. 
   Bela Paskin’s reunion with his wife was a moment so poignant, so electric 
with suddenly released emotion, that afterward neither he nor Marya could 
recall much about it. 
   “I remember only that when I left the phone, I walked to the mirror like in a 
dream to see if maybe my hair had turned gray,” she said later. “The next 
thing I know, a taxi stops in front of the house, and it is my husband who 
comes toward me. Details I cannot remember; only this I know—that I was 
happy for the first time in many years. 
   “Even now it is difficult to believe that it happened. We have both suffered 
so much; I have almost lost the capability to not be afraid. Each time my 
husband goes from the house, I say to myself, ‘Will anything happen to take 
him from me again?’” 
  Her husband is confident that no horrible misfortune will ever again befall 
them. “Providence has brought us together,” he says simply. “It was meant to 
be.” 
   Skeptical persons will no doubt attribute the events of that memorable 
afternoon to mere chance. But was it chance that made Marcel Sternberger 
suddenly decide to visit his sick friend and hence take a subway line that he 
had never ridden before? Was it chance that caused the man sitting by the door 
of the car to rush out just as Sternberger came in? Was it chance that caused 
Bela Paskin to be sitting beside Sternberger, reading a Hungarian newspaper? 
   Was it chance—or did God ride the Brooklyn subway that afternoon' 
 

Paul Deutschman, Great Stories Remembered,  
edited and compiled by Joe L. Wheeler 
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Her body tensed and quivered  
as she felt wave after wave  

surge through it. 
 

I probably should have told her 
about the new electric fence. 

Milestones 

Helen Shaffer 
Jan 2, 1928 —95 years 
Caldwell Senior Center 

Marilyn Gunning 
Jan 7, 1930—93 years 

Melba Valley Senior Center 

Wayne Sturdavent 
Jan 21, 1929 —94 years 

Nampa Senior Center 

Vera Blanksma 
Jan 28, 1930—93 years 

Melba Valley Senior Center 

FUN FACT 
The blending of idioms or 

cliches is called a malaphor 
 

“You can take one man’s trash to 
another man’s treasure, but you 
can’t make him drink.” 
 

“We’ll burn that bridge when we 
get to it.” 
 

“It’s not rocket surgery” 
 

“He’s not the sharpest egg in the 
attic.” 
 

“That’ll happen when the cows 
freeze over.” 
 

“You’ve opened a can or worms, 
now lie in it.” 
 

“You hit the nail right on the 
nose.” 
 

“She really stuck her neck out on 
a limb.” 
 

“He’s burning the midnight oil 
from both ends.” 
 

“It’s as easy as falling off a piece 
of cake.” 
 

“This country is going to hell in a 
handbag.” 
 

“I can read him like the back of 
my book.” 

For advertising info or to submit milestones, email terry@seniorgoldmine.com or call (208) 615-1948 

Sarah Wilhite 
Jan 2, 1938 —85 years 
Caldwell Senior Center 

Kate Berrett 
Jan 15, 1933—90 years 

Melba Valley Senior Center 

Al & Lalla Isi 
Nov 9, 1958—64 years 
Nampa Senior Center 

Cleo Hopson 
Jan 29, 1930— 93 years 

Nampa Senior Center 

Eddie & Marjorie Combs 
Jan 9, 1954—69 years 

Nampa 

Incorrectly 
spelled  

correctly is 
still spelled 
incorrectly.  


